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xnosphero folds them as with a veil; they are all summer; their dreams are limitless, their days are fading and their ideas follow the flight of the white butterflies through the standard roses. Take note, too, of the stand of funs; what delicious fancies there--willows, balconies, gardens, and terraces.
Then, contrasting with these distant tendernesses, thcro was the vigorous painting of Uuillaumin, Thoro life is rendered in violent and colourful brutality. The ladies fishing in the park, with the violet of the Hkies and the grt*en of the trees descend-ing upon them, in a chef tl'tnuw. Nature            to
b© closing about them like u tomb; and that hiltsidet —minset flooding the skie* with yellow and the earth with blue shadow,    is another piece of painting will one day find a place in one of the public leries; and the same        be         of the portrait of thti woman on it background of chititx flowers*
Wf!   con hi   but   titter "What could lutvi! induced him In paint wiroly he muat'have seen         it        tihmtrd.    1 won-cictr if the Impressionists are in              or if it in
only                    t|tiW          ftiilf   Then w«»
lit Monel, of blonde              Wt*                        the "Turkeys,**
w« wondered if **il                         work,1*—
fir/               lliti                        the
tra               is                                   HM                 in-
for ii                 the                in
it tin*                       tin*
in «t tliti            Tim                    U all